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his pleasure, his visits to Vauxhall, how he had
seen the good King and Queen, been to a picnic
in Twickenham, travelled down the river with the
Pomfret Henries, and so on, and so on. But of his
work very little. And that was a year and a half ago.

As Judith listened to all this her impatience
leapt into flame. But why didn't someone go to
London? Why didn't Mr. Sunwood or Reuben?
She would go herself. Why should not she and
Deborah go? It was a shame to leave it in this
uncertainty, . . . She jumped up and ran about
the room, tossing her red ringlets in the air.

But Deborah, smiling, shook her head. It
wasn't so easy to go to London, a very long jour-
ney. Mr. Sunwood felt no alarm, why should
she? Reuben had his work at Mr, Stele's the
solicitor's. Oh, it was all right* She was sure
that all was welL Humphrey was such a good
boy* Any day there would be a letter. And she
would look across the room at the little bottle-
green window and shake her head, and her eyes
would swim in tears.

So Judith went to Reuben. Reuben was
changed by his two years in France, more remote.
He was tidier, but alas! little cleaner. It was not
at that time important that you should be clean,
and Judith was peculiar in wishing for cleanliness-
When Mr, Sunwood came in from attending to the
pig he was not very clean and would sit down to
his dinner without thinking of it. But Reuben's
linen, his small-clothes, oh, they wanted a deal
of attention! His hair was not brushed and fell
untidily about his shoulders. His shoes were